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70 the READER. 


H E Author of the tollowing Poem is well 
aware, that, though it contains ſome Strokes 
of Satyr, which would pleaſe moſt Readers, and (if 
he is not flatter'd) ſome Touches of Humour and 
Pleaſantry, yet it is of too private a Nature, as well 
as too deficient in Poetical Merit to be intitled to 
the Notice of the Public. But as his Manuſcript 
has been ſometimes in the Hands of Friends at a di- 
ſtance from him, when other Friends near him de- 
fired the peruſal of! it, he thought i it better to print a 
few Copies, than to give himſelf the trouble of tran- 
ſcribing. He is not ſo vain as to expect, or ſo i im 
pertinent as to ſolicit the Favour of the Public, or 
even to beſpeak their Attention by a catch-pen- 
ny Title in an Advertiſement. It is printed to gra- 
tify thoſe few Friends, who have expreſs d either a 
ſatisfaction in, or a deſire of reading it, and a much. 
greater Number of the Friends and admirers of the 
Perſon, to whom it is addreſs d. | 
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FROM 


A COUNTRY PARSON. 


EAVE, leut the noiſe and tink o'th' town, | 
To ſweet retirement haſten down. 

What charms can London have for you > 

What have you further there to do? 

As for a grand admir'd Pantheon, 

Except at Rome, you'll never ſee one. 

Vauxhall's to you juſt ſuch a feaſt, 

As Raſb'ry jam to a royal beaſt. 19% 

To Ranelagh you'd no more go, 

Than would a judge to puppet- how. f 


All antiquaries are got home, 


In England tooting out for Rome, i 


If ought above or under- ground 
Ruſty or Ruinous may be found. 
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No virtuoſi left, nor wits, 
The very park is full of cits. 
Patrician friends you cannot ſee, 
Viſit Plebeian friends, and me, 
Who, though in rank and learning lower, 
Perhaps eſteem and love you more. 
Yet with your viſit I'll diſpenſe, 
Tf 'tis your month of reſidence. 
One would a three months ſmoaking bear, 
For thrice three-hundred pounds a year, 
Nor can I hope you will be read 
To quit a ſtall, ſo well has fed ye, 
Or leave your corner- houſe a minute, 
| When you are ſo paid for dwelling in it. 
But when a brother ſhall relieve you 
The Mun rector will receive you. 
hut let us have you'on Sunday, pray, 
For I, you know, preach twice a day, 
And am of holy-days as glad, 
As uſher tir'd, or truant lad. 
And as I labour much to ſpeak, 
With panting ſides, and voice that's weak, 
Vnleſs from preaching I'm ſet fer, | 
Sunday's a working day to me. 


3 

Extempore preaching, ſriend, forbear, 
Stifly againſt it I declare. 
My reaſon's this. Becauſe my flock wou'd 
Think me a moſt egregious blockhead, 
And fay teach other, tis a ſhame, 
Our parſon ſhou'd not do the ſame. 


Beſides, you know in your own conſcience, 


Tis moſtly a looſe heap of nonſenſe. 

Or elſe a trick, a trump'ry art, 

A ſet diſcourſe that's got by heart; 

To catch the vulgar, which the wiſe 

Shou'd af all things the moſt deſpiſe. 

Yet your ſet ſermons are ſo good, 

They'll hardly here be underſtood. . 

But that to may advantage tends, 

And I withal ſhall gain my ends. 

For they'll think me indeed *tis true 

A better preacher far, than you. 

And tho' therein they judge moſt vilely, 

Tis good for them to eſteem me highly. 
You gave us once a ſermon here, 


Which the right rev'rend bench mw hear 397 7! 


So eloquent indeed and fine, 
Twas loſt on hinds, 'twas pearls to ſwine. 
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He talk'd, quoth John, ſo larnedly, 3 
And look'd and loll'd fo gracefully, | 
That ſure he muſt a buſhup be, 
Quoth George, he muſt be ſomething more 
Than parſon, by the wig he wore, 

He ſtudy's hard, and drinks no ale, 
Depend upon't, he looks ſo pale. 

'T'is true, he fills a pulpit well, 

What he ſaid there I cannot tell ; 
Nor I, an archer kind replies. 

But then he' upbraids us not with dice, 

Nor du-du-duce on't, I've forgot the word, 

: Murd' ring with piſtol and with ſword, 
Nor from the pulpit recommends 5 
Villoſophy t'his chriſtian friends, 
| Ty Some fine new method, we ſuppoſe, 


Of huſbandry, which ſcholars knows. 


1 But when our parſon names his text, 
Z One partly knows what wull come next. 
| And thof his voice be not ſo good, 


He's eaſy enough to be'underſtood. 
For when we play the fool no tear on't, 
| But that he'll quickly let us hear on't.“ 
To play the fool now means no more 10 
| Than drink and ſwear, and fight and whore, 
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Mere clowniſh vices, ſeldom known, 
Or ſeldom preach'd againſt, in town. 
When here expos'd, each guilty lout 
Fancy's, like George, I point him out. 
Preachers well-bred, and eſſay writers 
Offend not drunkards, ſwearers, fighters, 
Nor well-bred ſinners in high life, 
Tho' they debauch your * child or wife. 
With double charge, come come away, 

And give me quite a holiday. 
Of W-----n no longer think, 
Nor dip for him your pen in ink. 
Conſign him o'er, as he does others, 

To the hands of ſome inferior brothers 
Who may chaſtiſe and make him know, 
Offendit dentem ſolido. 

Vou cannot ſting him more. And why? 
He longs a bout with you to try. 
And knows that fame may thus be got, 
T hough he's laid png; on the ON 


a Child. This word is not 058 for the ſake of the eb a8 being a word 107 1 
one ſyllable, but as being a more extenſive word, including both ſexes, and theveſore i 


more expreſſive of higher vices i in high life, 
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More fame, than he could ever gain 
By vict'ry over other men. 

Tis hardly a fit taſł for me 

To fling ſo weak a wight as he 
If I could not lay low his head, 

I'd never own where I was bred. 

All that diſturbs or frets your mind. 
In Amen-corner leave behind. | 
Bring jeſts, bon-mots, and repartees, 
Which can at once improve and pleaſe. 
And genuine wit of noble growth, 
such as you've heard from Granvill's mouth, 
And oft' produce, to entertain a 
Choice ſet of friends with Granvillana. 
You have of theſe abundant ſtore, 

A book full, I dare ſay, or more, 

Which, I much hope, you'll one OE print, 
For there are brighter ſayings in't, 

Than all the Anas to be found 

On ancient or on modern ground. 

This I'll aver, and I'll ſtand t, 

That, ſhould it ever come to light, 

T will better ſell, and more be read, 

Than all Demoſthenes e er ſaid 


an 1 ] 
For ſuch Ambroſia and Nectar 
What due return from M----n Rector ? 


Firſt then he'll tell you, with your leave, 


What you from him ſhall not receive. 


You ſhall not hear from him his ailings, 


Much leſs his own and other's tailings. 
How ſome out-wit him, ſome refuſe 
To pay him his,acknowledg'd dues. 
With what refined art the great, 

As well as little, vulgar cheat. 

How ſuch a great, man quite forgot: 
He ever promis'd him his vote. 

What mean ;excuſe another made, 

For giving his to'an Oxford blade, 

And ſetting th' old Cantab. aſide 
Although to Cranta cloſe allied, 
And by a double bandage tied. 

Theſe grievances, and more he' Il ſmother, 
Rather than hyp a chearful brother. 
He'll not complain---not ev'n in ſighs--- 
How lame his feet, how bad his eyes. 
He will not drive you out of doors 

By thus expoſing all his ſores, 
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In muſic rich, tho' void of rhyme. 
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As loathſome Lazars in the ſtreet 
Their ulcers ſhow to all they meet, 
And pity get, but give you pain, 
And make you keek and flee amain. 
He cannot, for his---lungs, moleſt 


His friends, with that perpetual peſt 
Of all good company---a ſtory, 
With ſelf abounding, and vain glory, 


Near an hour long, and nothing in it 
Worth your attention for one minute. 
All you can gather from his words 
Is that the teller talks with lords. 

He'll not diſguſt you with his rhymes 7 


On various things, at various times, 
Excreſcencys of heures perdues, 
That won't go down with ſuch as you. 
Mere bagatelles, which, writ in haſte, 


May paſs with men of lower taſte, | 


Who like a diſtic or tetraſtic, 
Or double rhyming Hudibraſtic, lb 


Better than Milton's lay ſublime, 
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Nor will he treat with Hebrew roots, 
Which. full as ill your palate ſuits, 


[ 

Who ſcarce can reliſh ev'n good ſenſe, - | 
Without ſome ſpice of eloquence, _ 
Who hold, none can too highly ſpeak, 
True Jover you | in praiſe of Greek, | 
And think no face, however fair, 5” 1 
With Os rotundum to compare. 
To gratify the lover then, 
We'll talk of Grecian books and men, 
Of Homer, Pindar, Sophocles, i e | 
Of Lyſias and Demoſthenes. | 
Speakers and fingers ſuch as theſe tg [pt 
Can never fail your taſte to pleaſe. _ 

My children ſhall not plague and teaze you, 
Burt ſhall do all they can to pleaſe you, 
Not make you ſcream, and ſkrew your . | 
By preſſing on a gouty place. 54 4 
The well-turn'd pipe you chooſe: to Gd in 0 ; 
Shall not in wantonneſs be broken. 
The Tzurzsr of a woman's * tongue 


Won t 5 you here for on" ng 
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My wiſh is always of your party, 
Would fain have me too full as "I 
And all your Copthall friends can tell, 
How female rhetoric can compel. 
Of unſubſtantial things enough. 21 
Let's think of ſome ſubſtantial ſtuff. 
As good a dinner I'll afford 
To you, as you do to my lord. 
My lord, it I your word can her 


Aſks only mack'rel and beef-ſteak. 
He knew full well, that ſcholars meeting 
Was for converſing more than _ 


Beſides, * twas prudent in the peer, 
Not to require the ſame good- FROM 


He does himſelf to ſcholars give. 


For how could then poor ſcholars live? 
Twould ill become his nobleneſss 


To make your little income leſs.” 


Follow your noble friend's example, 
And don't on.country parſons trample. 
Nor think, that on one meal I'll ſpend alli 


The caſh you do in houſe prebendal. 
I've no deſire to make a figure 
With ſeven---or any number bigger 


CW 7 
Than two--plain boil'd and roaſt--and then-« 
Thanks to my garden--two again. 
You're ſaucy, I'm ſure, if you expect or 
Doree or ven'ſon from the rector. 
Yet I could both from London get. 
A purſe is there both park and net. 
But ſhould a piece be ſent from Eaſton, 
As ſometimes haps, for us to feaſt on,--- 
I wiſh it may-- 'twould have, I'm clear, 
A higher reliſh when you're here. 
Oh for a Shrewſbury ſalmon now ! : 
All's good that comes from thence, you know. 
But let it paſs. I have a friend, | 
Who, if with me ſome days you I ſpend, | 

Shall from his water get a fiſh up, 

That's fit to ſet before a biſhop. 
Turtle I cannot for my life 7 
Procure. But then I have a wife, 
Who has the beſt receipt i'th' nation, 
And makes a mock one t' neee 95 
With fiſh or ven 'ſon, 1 declare it, 
At M----n you ſhall have no claret; 
I might have giv'n you foſter PR „ 
And 01. d you, as Th bas did his lords. 
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who gives what helps you to digeſt. 
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My lords, you may for claret call, 
They might--they did--he'had none at all. 
I'll give you port as good and neat, 
As Kilſha ſells in Cecil ſtreet. 
And if I do not give Madeira, 
I'll give what punſters call made-here-a, 


Whoſe grapes. grew where ſome ſay (how true 


You Grecians know) great Homer grew. 
When dinner's done, and table clear, 


Pipes and tobacco ſhall appear, 


With which, you own, you cannot meet 


At Hawnes's or in Dover ſtreet, 
And often ſay, he treats you beſt, 


But we muſt give my wife fair play, 


And after dinner beg her ſtay. 


| She loves to hear the doctor joke. 
She'll bear for that tobacco ſmoke. 


While you and Granvill jokes were cracking, 
You ſent poor lady ---- packing, 


And put her in a chamber ſtow'd. - 


With Greek and Latin many a load. 


And there ſhe ſpent an hour, or more,. 


Roying from ſhelf to thelf, Miese 
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She could pick out qne book there plac'd 
Adapted to a lady's taſte. 
To give fine ladies ſuch hard ie 
They are not all Daciers and Carters. 

My wife muſt not be ſent away. | 
And I defire my girls may ſtay. 
Of you they've heard here ſo much talk, 
Twould be to them a cruel baulk, 
Not to enjoy your, company 
Your tales to hear, your tricks to ſee, 
With cards and counters, ſome of which 
You. promis'd you. would Charlotte teach, 
Then when we're tir'd with chat and laugh 
We'll walk and read an. epitaph, 
We'are taught and teach, tis uſeful 8 
To daſh and temper mirth with woe. 1 
But hold twould cooler be and ſater. 
To go in your poſt- chaiſe to Laber. 
There lies John Lock, who did compoſe 
The lines himſelf in Latin proſe, 
On which, as you're.a critic nice, 
| You may your talent exerciſe. . 
Indeed I think you juſtly may. 
But---fince non omnes omnia 
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I would not have you be ſevere. 
The great philoſopher revere. 
Had you been deep in analytic, 


| You had not been ſo good a critic. 


Had he not trod ideal ground, 
He had a critic been profound. 


How thoughtleſs then, and how unwiſe 


It is each other to deſpiſe ? 


And yet we ſee the mathematician 


Proudly derides the metaphyſician. 


The ſubtle chymiſt and aſtrologer 
diſdains the linguiſt and philologer. 
The lawyer holds the doctor cheap. 
And both delight the prieſt to ſneap. 


While every capering fid' ling fool 
Girds at the maſter of a ſchool 


As far in merit his ſuperior, 
As th' heels are to the head inferior, 


Pertly nick-names him a bum- bruſher, 


_ Himfelt not fit to be his uſher. 


All weakly think (not well aware 


Of providence's plan and care, 


Nor public weal aright diſcerning) 
Their own the only uſeful learning. 
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Pardon, my friend. I have digreſs'd, 

I've ſpoke of eating. Now of reſt. 

My wife will take great care, a bed 

Shall be well air'd, wherein I've laid 
Already one right reverend brother, 
And hope cre long I ſhall another. 
No midnight brawls your ſleep will break. | 
with matin ſongs of birds we wake, 

A ſerenate, that's far more ſweet 

Than London cries, or bells, IJ weet. 

At breakfaſt you ſhan't drink with me, 

But have a punch- bowl full of tea. 
To'infuſe it in a bowl, we'are told, 

Is th' oldeſt way---you like what's old. 
Vou'll have good bread, inclin'd to brown, hy 
Such as you cannot get in town, 
Where wicked wights---I bleſs my maker, 
*T'was not my lot to be a baker--- 
Corrupt the bounteous boon of Heay' * 
For ſtaff of life to mortals giv'n. 
And butter we at M----n make,, 
You Londoners for Epping take. 
You'll not be plagu'd here with that heavy 5 
Incumbrance of a morning levee. 5 
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But when you're not diſpos'd to talk, 
May read, or write, or ride, or walk, 


Where fairer flow'rs and ſweeter glow, 
Than e'er the Mall, when full could ſho. 
For dinner---you have heard already, 

What ſort of table I ſhall ſpread ye. 
For ſupper---I ſhall deal with you, 

As Dodtor---What's his name---would do. 

Who did two trades together follow, 


Both verſe and phyſic, like Apollo. 


Let ſupper little be, and light. 
<« For that, ſays he makes, the beſt night,” 7 


A trifle be'it, not ſuch a one 


As young lord C---- fix'd upon, | 


When ſick in college of St. John. 
My lord, quoth Leech, would you have quiet 


And health, you muſt be under diet, 
Forbear high ſauces, and ſalt meat, 
At night a trifle only eat. 
His patient, not being over bright, 
Or not inclin'd to take him right, 


As duly as he went to bed, 

Orders a trifle to be made, 
Rich, as a cook profeſs'd could make 3 it, 
Reſolv d- becauſe preſcrib'd--to take it, 


COPY 
Grows fat and dull, and full of pain, 


Falls into Leech's hands again, 
There we ſhall leave him to grow wiſer, 


For pain's an excellent adviſer. 
But how ſhall we the evening ſpend? 

Neither my wife nor I a friend 

To cards, and having little ſkill 
Either at whiſk, or at quadrille. 

A queer and odd old-faſhion'd pair! 

Whom no one knows, who never are 
At races ſeen, or at a fair. 8 

Who never to aſſembly 8 come, 

Io concerts, routs, or to a drum. 

That is the rout they moſt delight in, 
Their children make by play or fighting. 
Their children juſt of the ſame ſtamp! 
Their rifing genius's they cramp, 
Keep much at home. 80 under-bred | 
The eldeſt ſcarce at all yet read 
In Matadores, and ſuch choice reading, 
The very flower of modern breeding. 
No ſet at cards ? Then you and I 
A game will at back-gammon 1 
I'Il learn, while you ſhall give the lecture 
In that fit knowledge for a rector. 
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But if it prove the learner's fault 


To be too ſtupid to be taught, 
(I'm dull enough, but tell it not, 


A blot, till hit, is not a blot) 
Then you, with leave, ſhall pupil be, 


And learn the game at cheſs of me. 


And when your teacher you excel, 
This rule of his remember well. 
A rule you'd of yourſelf ſcarce think on, 


Thou learned chancellor of Lincoln,--- 


If you encounter with the great, 
Take care you do not give check-mate. 
For how ſhould ſuch high ſpirits bear, 


What ſometimes makes a parſon ſwear ? 


Conſider poor Demotvre's fate, 


Who gave an Engliſh peer check mate. 
For which chagrin the noble player 


His phiz could never after bear. 
But ſwore that he was uglier far 


Than B---, or German Heideggar. 


Avoid their hatred, if 3 wiſe, 


Seem to be taken by furprize. 


Give them a biſhop or a queen, 


They'll make you'a biſhop or a dean. 
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You know the Art of rifing higher is 
Principibus placere viris. 

And why not by the game of cheſs? 
Prieſts have got dignity's for leſs,--- MY 
By bowling, batting, ſeeking out, MAH: - 
And catching well, 'tis brought about. 

Keen ſportſmen too, who leap o'er all, 
Sometimes will leap into a ſtall. 

A head to drink, a voice to roar 

At an election, ſhall do more 
Than you with all your Grecian lore. * 
Play then with lords, ſhould they intreat you, 
Conceal your ſtrength, and let em beat you. 
But, if your mind's on conqueſt ſet, 
Attack my conſort at piquet. 

She's of a ſpirit mild and meek, 

Can calmly bear pique and re- -pique. 

Charlotte and I too will play tricks. 

We'll take the maps, the world unfix, 

Its various parts aſunder ſever 

Then put them all again together. 

Great Britain's counties diſ-unite, 

Then make em friends and ſet em right. 


„ 
The child which thus its time employs, 


I deem more rational and wiſe, 
Than J7hifton or- pray who was he 


Who wrote that learned theory ?--- 
Who, jumb'ling all things with great eaſe 


Worlds make and unmake, as they pleaſe. 


If not more wiſe, more innocent, 


Than any patriot, whoſe intent 
And pride it is to make a pother. 
Who ſets one people *gainſt another. 
England again from Scotland rends, 
Embroiling Britain tor by- ends. 
Again Iv'e from my ſubject gone. 


My hobby away with me does run. 


I'll ſtop him in his full career, 


And end my rhymes and letter here. 


I'll bribe you firſt. Men muſt do ſo, 
To th' high ſometimes, as well as low. 
III ſhow you ancient works and mounds, 
And walk you over Roman grounds, 
Where all you find ſhall be your own, 
Except the corn that's on them ſown. 


Tengage my learned gueſt to carry 


(Some day when he's diſpos d Græcari) 


8 [ 'Y 3 1 
To Lambourn pars nage, where he'll meet 
With all that's laudable * to eat, 
May freely all good liquors quaff. 
And Took and Bott ſhall make him laugh. 
['ll give a thouſand books and more 
I mean the titles that they bore--- 
Lord Oxford's catalogue (you want it, 
Lou tell me) ſhall to you be granted; 
And if you'll make a fix day's ſtay, 
The debt I will in town ep. | 
And give you'a week for ev'ry day. 
I éwiſh you health and happineſs, 
Your moſt: obedient . * 
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POSTSCRIPT, 


To come alone you will not care. 
You muſt have ſome companion rare, 
An ancient ſcholar or a wit, 

To entertain a ſcholar fit. 

But why not have a living one? 

Try, doctor, if it can be done. 


*.-Laudable, A favourite word with the maſter of the houſe, to exprefs good eating. 
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One that is both a wit and ſcholar, 
Our friend facetious Doctor Collier. 


Who much ſheer wit and truth untolds, 


Ev'n when he paradoxes holds. 


Who though in ſtrong invective dealing 


Has all humane and friendly feeling, 


And is of church a truer lover, 


Than ſome who by her live in clover, 


To bring him will be better for us, 
Than bringing Juvenal or Maurus. 
Your only bus'neſs is to ſnew, 


It will be better for him too. 


Tell him ('tis true) cloſe ſtreets and air 


Affect his lungs his health impair. 
Tell him (cho falle) that if he will here 
| Abide with us, it is Montpeher. 


And when you find nought elſe will do, 


Tell him, (for 'tis both falſe and true) 


Tell him, the philoſopher's ſtone 
At Laver ſhall to him be ſhewn, 


Without ſecretion, maturation, 


Or any other tranſmutation, 
d Maurus. 


many valuable emendations. 


Terentianus FN in whom as well as Fuvenal the Doctor had made 


E 
Than that of place. But then he muſt 
Come with a little turnpike duſt, 
Which will produce as good effect, 
As Pulvis alchymiſts project, 
And poor Sir Richard can affirm, 
Prove full as good a Chryſoſperm. 
From Doctor's Commons dirty lanes 
To drag him, ſpare nor fraud, nor pains. 
Beg him for his and for her fame's-ſake, 
To bring the poems of my *name-ſake. 
Since Pallas pitch'd on him, as fit 
To give her learning taſte and wit, 
Tis plainly by her progreſs ſeen 
The pupil has not tardy been, 
For by the ſamples he has ſhown 
The lines are ſuch as Pope might own. 
They'll do me good. They'll prove me empty, 
Surpaſs'd by'a damſel not quite twenty, 
And may this uſeful leſſon teach, ; 
Aim not at what you'll never reach. 


e ---name-ſake. 


Miſs Etty S. (now Mrs. Thrale) niece of Sir Thomas S. Dr, 
Collier inſtructed her in the learned languages, 


G 
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80 J ſhall wiſdom learn! in time, 
And ceaſe to play the fool in rhyme, 
Like him, who caſt his flute away, 
Hopeleſs he ſhould like Vincent play. 
A preacher whom I need not name, 
Tells us, that trifling is no ſhame. 
Not leaving off deſerves the blame. 
Well then---I've done---let me but write 
Some more laſt words, juſt to invite 
The doctor's mate, that four-leg'd creature, 
Of truſty and ſegacious nature, 
That bears his letters, and his news, 
His hat, his ſlippers, and his ſhoes, 
Bites not, nor ſteals, is never chid, 
Does, without growling, what he's bid. 
As good as half a ſervant to him, : 

Better than one that would undo him. 

Many ſad dogs that walk on two, I 
Might learn from him what's good and tue. 
And now, once more, old friend, adieu. 


f A preacher--= 
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Vide H. Flacci Sermones. 
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An E PIGR A M. 
PSIMATHES to taſk ſeverely took 
My worthy ſriend, for writing gainſt his 
book. 
And as th' accus'd in learned rank ſtood high, 
Himſelf the beadle deign'd the laſh to' apply. 
'Tis hard indeed, my friend, to be abus'd. 
For writing againſt zhings you nee'r perus'd, 
Take care howe'er what for yourſelſ you plead. 
"T's 4 worſe crime to ſay, you did not read, 


1 han that you read his boge, and diſagreed. 


A” N 0 2 H E 2 
R PSIMATHES for law at firſt defign'd, 


To church and church eee, was in- 


clin'd.. 

Of Moſes wrote, and law-givers of yore, 

Of Roman Grecian, and Egyptian lore, 

At hieroglyphics was a dab. *Twere well, 
It he could write his mother tongue and ſpell. 
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Page 6. v. 10. for kind read hind 
7. v. fancys fancys 
10. K 4 keek keck 
. baulk balk 
. . Ho only mainly 


Falſe Pointings, and other ſmaller Errors, the candid Reader is requeſted 
5 to overlook, 
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